186                      ENTERTAINING  GAXDH!
Our conversation is rather        a French exercise,
but we gel on quite we!!.   He gives all the flowers
French           and I check them off in English.
We find roses, mint, rosemary,  myrtle, verbena,
marigolds,         chrysanthemums.   Lilac d'ltalia is
stockj 1 learn.   We come back to the house after
sunsefa when through the fir branches the first
out close to the moon.   My companion vows
It Is a planet; but he falls to convince me.
Indoors tea is being served, and as soon as we arc
he begins to explain to Signora Artuzzi, in
Italian, how delightful It is to find someone
enough to prefer the fresh air of a garden to the
stuffiness of a drawing-room, someone who knows
about the sky as well as the garden. This is all for
the benefit of his town-loving daughters. The
charming girls take not the slightest notice of his
age-old complaint5 however, while the Signora5
whose ally I had been earlier in the afternoon} is
wholly unmoved. In fact she seems to accuse him
of talking irrelevance, as3 transferring her glance to
me for one moment, she looks back at him and says:
" But she*s English. They all like the out-of-doors."
The Swiss ambassador and his wife are introduced.
They ask about our Villeneuve visit. Was it enjoy-
able? I tel them of the morning walk on the
mountain and how much Bapu appreciated their
fellow-countryman Pierre Ceresole. But they see
Mm, of course^ from a different angle. How can
the Powers-That-Be feel the same delight that Bapu
in a leader of men whose whole life is spent in
building up an army of constructive international